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Poems 
Abstract 
EARTH and AIRY HALL AUTUMN 
This journal article is available in Kunapipi: https://ro.uow.edu.au/kunapipi/vol8/iss2/13 
That survivor over there 
With bare feet and bound hair 
has some seeds stored under her tongue 
and one remaining barrel of rain. 
She will go indoors 
When her planting is done, 
loosen her hair 
and tend to her son 
and over the bone flute music 
and the dead story it tells, 
listen for grace songs from her ankle bells. 
Frederick D'Aguiar 
E A R T H 
In the end we come to you and prostrate. 
We bear the black mark on our foreheads 
Once the Muezzin's preserve. 
You will open for our entry 
Clean as a dive, and the rings— 
A bark's years-stockpile, 
Will be all the pool widens. 
75 
ii Stone & Shell 
I used a stone to pound a shell; 
I pounded it to smithereens 
Then ground it into dust. 
Now the shell is hushed; 
I weigh the stone against the dust. 
AIRY HALL A U T U M N 
A gust throws 
the white undersides 
of leaves 
to the light. 
Few loosen, 
weave a slowed, 
ziggurat fall. 
We run one way, 
jab air another 
to catch any. 
Most grip a thick dark, 
and in mid-air 
frame the four corners 
of stars stared at. 
For just one feel 
as their dry spines 
crumble in your moist hand, 
that its kept warmth, 
a fresh, veined leaf, 
may keep this season, 
grab, be airborne and grab. 
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